Make Me Bigger 
Part 4 - Whale 


Three months after part 3... 


Can you picture a water balloon getting filled? How it starts as a flat, empty piece of 
plastic, that is slowly filled with water; plumping up, getting heavier, rounder, fuller, until it 
eventually is a big, circular, sloshy being that is ready to be thrown? Now, imagine that, but with 
a fox (without the throwing part). 

Ever since her jeans broke, Gina has not only been gaining weight, but feeling it. It 
began with a jiggle, that one her belly made whenever she walked, and as her belly widened, it 
started bouncing. She eventually not only grew forward, but to the sides, like a melting ice 
cream that gains more mass the more it melts, and she loved it. She felt pleasure from seeing 
herself in the mirror, of stepping into the scale and watching the numbers rise exponentially as 
her reflection became plumper, fatter, more and more each passing day. Her body weighed her 
down while doing exercise. Her belly always touched the ground while doing pushups, her 
thighs touched each other while running, and she couldn’t even finish one set from her routine 
before sweating as if she was stuck in an oven (and, in a way, she was). 

Gina became a balloon with infinite space for water. She stuffed herself like a turkey 
before christmas during each and every meal, eating multiple servings of everything until it all 
was gone, and most of that stuffing stayed in her. As time went by, she only felt like she had 
space for more. Today she ate an entire large pizza with a milkshake and soda with a siding of 
jumbo chicken wings, all by herself, followed by her snacking half a bucket of ice cream 
afterwards because she felt like pleasuring her sweet tooth. She didn’t mind making a mess of 
herself anymore, or what Sally thought as she stained her puffed cheeks and double chin with 
grease, cheese, sauces and pieces of the food she ate. 

She went from slim, to chubby, to almost passing the point where she is almost too fat to 
just be considered “fat” in only 5 months, and she didn’t plan to stop. Her belly was now starting 
to be noticeably weighed down by gravity with all of its folds, her double chin was morphing into 
a triple chin, and her arms started to seem so wide that someone could tell you they were 
someone’s legs. 

Today, after a long day of doing nothing besides eating, Gina found herself moving from 
side to side in her bed, sweating uncontrollably while failing to fall asleep. Her bed felt smaller 
than before, and the sheets covered her less each time she tried to use them. That wasn’t a 
problem for her, though, as her own fat made her a living oven of fat, so less sheets meant she 
could have more air to cool herself down. 

Eventually, after struggling for a while, she decided to give up. 

“| should get a snack, maybe walk around a little, and then try this again” Gina thought. 

She took the bed sheets off of her, uncovering her belly. Her shirt still fit her, but it had 
now taken the task of being a bra and nothing else (struggling to keep its footing in her body). 
This also meant that her belly was now always in full display, proudly bouncing every time she 
took a step, showing off its love handles to everyone who glanced at it. There wasn’t an inch in 
Gina’s body that wasn’t bloated in fat anymore; her face, chest, belly, arms, legs, butt; it was all 
doughy with the consequences of her meals. 


Gina stepped out of bed, feeling her entire body jiggle in unison while doing so as the 
wooden floor creaked on a concerning pitch. She started walking, stepping on wrappings and 
kicking soda cans that she never got to cleaning up and now made up an entire ocean of pure 
sedentarism in her room. 

Stepping out of her room, Gina headed towards the kitchen, hoping to find a bag of chips 
she could snack on. However, after opening the snack drawer, she found out that they where all 
gone. At first she was like “Huh, alright, | guess | won’t snack then”, but after closing the drawer, 
an unrelenting temptation reached her belly. It then dawned on her, this was the first time in 
months that, when she wanted something to eat, she didn't have it. In a matter of seconds her 
belly started growling, and she could feel it shaking. It needed food, but, where could she take it 
from? 

Then, looking to her side, Gina spotted the fridge. But, she couldn't, right? Sally had a 
very strict diet planned out for her. She told Gina that shacks were allowed, but anything above 
that could be a little much. However, her belly kept growling, screaming for food, and Gina 
couldn't help it. She had to at least take a peek to see if there was something. 

She opened the fridge, seeing a ludicrous amount of variety. They had chicken, cheese, 
leftover cake from Sally’s birthday, eggs... She felt like she needed something to eat that didn’t 
require any cooking —or stealing of her friend’s cake—, so her unfinished bucket of ice cream 
caught her eye. 

She grabbed the bucket, opening it. The glance of the chocolate ice cream blessed her 
eyes; she could almost taste it... 

“| need a spoon and a plate...” 

“Belly gurgle* 

“Okay... maybe just a spoon” 

“Belly gurgle* 

“Or maybe...” 

“Belly gurgle* 

“Maybe I...” 

“Belly gurgle* 

“Belly gurgle* 

And so, without thinking more about it, Gina buried her hand into the ice cream, taking a 
scoop and pushing it into her mouth. Ice cream fell onto her shirt and belly, some of it even 
staining her pants. She sighed with pleasure, stuffing more ice cream into her mouth, grabbing 
scoops with both of her hands and eating them in a messy, greedy rhythm. She didn’t need this, 
she wasn’t really hungry, but she wanted it. She was making a pig out of herself and she didn’t 
care. The light on the fridge she had forgotten to close was all that lit the room; a room with an 
overweight fox making becoming a whale in the middle of it. 

She kept eating, she kept staining her shirt, her pants, and eventually finished the ice 
cream. But she had already started her gluttonous engine, and she couldn't stop it, she didn't 
want to stop it. Gina stood up and grabbed the cake, opening it up and digging in. She didn’t 
even grab a knife to cut it, but instead took handfuls of it, or simply stuffing her mouth into it and 
taking massive, messy bites. Her fur was covered in glace, dripping ice cream and getting 


trapped between the folds of her belly and chin. She felt fat, she felt big, she felt like a mess, 
and she loved it. 

The cake left faster than it arrived, and Gina was left craving for more. She went for a 
liter of soda and chugged it down in one sitting, taking miniscule breaks while doing so. Then, 
she started eating the cheese Sally had there, along with some leftovers she found behind it, 
pouring cream into all of them and eating all of it at once. Her mouth had months of training that 
allowed it to fit more food inside of it, but, even then, she had trouble chewing with how much 
she was stuffing herself with. 

Then, after scouting the entire fridge for leftovers, and eating everything that she found 
edible, Gina fell to the floor, rubbing her belly. She was filled, and her belly looked a slightly 
tighter than before. She got ready to stand up, moving one of her hands to push her up. It was 
then that, suddenly, a ripping sound thundered in the room. Gina looked down, and saw that her 
shirt was starting to break near her arms. She got up, breathing heavily, and the ripping sound 
returned. She looked down, and saw it now breaking on her chest. She blushed, closed the 
fridge, and awkwardly waddled towards her room, unable to walk in a straight line. Her fur was 
covered with crumbs, frosting and ice cream, but she didn’t care. She had to reach her room 
and pretend that nothing had happened so Sally wouldn’t get angry. 

Her shirt stopped breaking, as it had released all the pressure it needed to let go of at 
the time, but it was now looking more like a ragged piece of cloth than an actual clothing choice. 

Gina fumbled into her room, throwing herself into bed while feeling bloated. She fell 
asleep, not even having to try this time, leaving her mess in the kitchen and her body, with 
crumbs of food stuck in her fat folds and staining her round face. She only had a month to go 
now, but suddenly she felt like Sally’s diet wasn’t enough for her: she needed more, she wanted 
more, and she was going to eat more. She was going to plump herself up to be the biggest 
water balloon to have ever existed. 


